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As He Sees It 



AS HE SEES IT 



Dear Editor: Did I say I rejected Italian standards of 
good literature? Here is what I feel sometimes about our 
own stuff. Emanuel Garnevali 

MODERN POETRY 

I 

A wondrous voice is urging me within 
And thrills me with a pain, alas! . . . 

II 
A wondrous voice urges me within 
And with a pain thrills me — alas! . . . 

Ill 
A wondrous voice 
Urges me within 
And thrills me 
With pain 

IV 
A wondrous 
Voice urges 
Me within and 
Thrills 
Me with a 
Pain . . . 

V 
A voice sings in my throat 
And rings like a fever 
Through my body 
That v/brates with pain. 

VI 
My throat sings 
Like a stiff red silk ribbon. 
And my veins shrink 
Like teeth 
At the sight of a lemon. 

VII 
The throat shivers 
Pain. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Only .... 

Well 

VIII 
Throat, this I know, 
And pain. 
Well, I'm sure 
About the pain — 
The throat and the pain, 
Which all rhymes with rain ; 
But if it's a free verse 
It doesn't count. 

IX 
Throat, 

You don't know anything about it. 
Pain, 

Because I have looked at my throat, 
Perhaps my eyes stopped 
At the chest — 
Chest 
Upon 
The belly 
Belly 
Upon 

The legs . . . 

Sing a minuet, a minuet, in be sharp — 
Be sharp, how can I? 
The feet are under the legs and 
The corns . . . 
Throat? 

It's an old platitude, an old commonplace. 
You can't force an artist, what do you think ? 
Modern 
Modernity, 
Modernism . . . 
I am above my throat, 
I have a right to forget . . . 

X 
Nobody home 
The poet has left for the asylum. 
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